We rode a cabriolet to Curzon Street. In the gas lamps there the buildings looked yellow. Like the rotten undersides of logs in the Forest at home. No one attended us at the hotel but he seemed to know his way about and soon he had shown me the room. I asked why there was the single bed only and snapped his fingers and shook his head. He smiled. His amusement seemed to be with himself.
I remember his words: "One thinks one thinks of every thing and then one doesn't. Ha!" One, one, one. I was to wait while he went down to attend to sending the news home. I sat on the edge of the un kempt bed and waited. The curtains were drawn and little noise came up through the window. Once, after the early trip to Scotland, he had Miss Hogarth send for me. 
Collins was in

